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austere, remote; Hawthorne spoke of "the
mountain atmosphere of his lofty thought".
For to struggling, sinning humanity, not
yet ready for his distilled thought, Emerson has
little to say. He speaks to the few who are
alive to the philosopher's message: "Reform
thyself". To such he still speaks distinctly.
We are to go alone; to be silent, that in our
hearts we may hear the whisper of God. We
are to be aware of the past but awake to the
present, with its revelations through nature
of science and of the philosophy of science.
We are to work and to love, but to be calm,
too, never forgetting that these beautiful rela-
tions of life are but lovely shadows of a per-
fect beauty, an Absolute. Finally, we are, I
think, though Emerson was too humble-
minded to exalt his own achievement, to re-
call his own fulfillment in his life. "You met
him" says a biographer,
on the road, so tall and slender, wrapped in his
black cloak, with his peering, questioning glance
and that smile, as someone described it, 'slowly,
very slowly growing until it lit up his whole
countenance with a refulgent beam* .... You
met him on the road, you saw him coming, you
wondered if you would ever survive the onset.
Then up your spirits went, soaring aloft, in the
light of that quiet glory.
Henry David Thoreau, pencil-maker, Con-
cord surveyor, lover of the ancient classics,
quasi-naturalist, and practical transcendental-